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You know | don\'t like being stuck in a crowd 


Author's Notes: 
This is based (partially) off a dream | had, and | just had to write it. Okay, so maybe it\'s kind of cheesy, but | 


love the idea and | wish this was actually me. Please review. Sorry for any mistakes there may bel 


You're at this beautiful camping place with two of your friends for the weekend. The area is secluded and far- 
out, perfect if you just want to get away from the ongoing stress of day-to-day life. The lake glimmering in 
the distance is surrounded by trees on all sides and the entire place has a hazy, dream-like feel to it. 


The little cabins you stay in are set up around a clearing in the forest, and some hidden in the dense clusters 
of trees surrounding the actual lake. You arrive, find your cabin, and get settled in quickly. The sun is already 


starting to set and you quickly hurry outside to watch it. 


The pale blue sky is already tinged with all different shades of pink, orange and red as you make your way 
down to the lake with your two friends and sit down by the shore. You watch in fascination as the sparkly blue 
waters of the lake seemingly swallow the sun, leaving behind a much darker yet just as magical atmosphere. 


You feel really fuzzy inside at that moment; almost as if you know something special will happen tonight: 


Smiling contently, you follow your friends back to the clearing where a large campfire has been started and 
people are standing and sitting all around it, roasting marshmallows, chatting, laughing and just generally having 
a good time. "It's all part of this place's charm", you think to yourself, smiling passively at the happy vibes all 
around the three of you. 


You find a spot between all the people and your friends immediately join in the fun, laughing with the others 
and grabbing ingredients to make s'mores. You smile along but somehow you don't feel right, big groups aren't 
really your thing, and already you feel just a little too confined. So you tell your friends you're going back down 
to the lake for a bit and assure them you'll be fine, giving another weak smile as you get up off the log you're 
sitting on and walk back down the path to the water, brushing the dirt off your cut-off jean shorts as you go. 


You make your way down to the lake, focusing on the smell of roasting marshmallows and smoke and the 
sounds of excited chatter in the distance rather than this sudden, strange, inexplicable emptiness you feel 


inside. You shiver, silently wishing you'd remembered to grab a sweater on your way. 

You sit down and stare into the distance, the cool air brushing by your arms gently as you fight the peculiar 
urge to curl up into a ball and cry. You've never felt this lonely around so many others, although you honestly 
never liked being around large amounts of people. You let yourself get lost in your thoughts, so far that you 
don't even notice someone's coming up behind you until you feel a soft hand come to rest on your back and 
hear a concerned voice speak up. 

"Are you okay?" 

You back away, startled. 

"Yeah, l'm fine." 

"Are you sure? You looked kind of lonely there." The voice continues. 

You nod, feeling slightly uncomfortable. Although it definitely does not escape your notice how deeply melodic 
and strangely familiar this voice sounds. You turn your head slightly, wondering if you know this person. In the 
growing darkness you can just make out the outline of a beautifully defined face and relatively long blond wispy 
hair. 


Sudden realization crosses your face as your heart skips a beat. 


"Are you.. are you Duff McKagan?" You manage to stammer, hating the way your voice shakes and how your 


palms begin to sweat. He gives a little snort and bites his lip before answering. 


"Yeah, | am." He looks down at the ground and then back at you expectantly, as if just waiting for you to start 
freaking out, or ask for his autograph. But you don't, because you know how annoying that must get. 


"Cool. You're totally awesome, dude.” You respond calmly, all the tension of before melting away as you become 
more comfortable, figuring he must just want a normal conversation. Duff breathes out a sigh of relief and 
relaxes, sitting down next to you. 


"So why are you out here all alone?" 


"Uh, | just needed to get away from everything. You know? Sometimes it's all too much for me, | guess. Kind of 


silly, huh?" 


You hope you aren't scaring him off, but there doesn't seem to be much of a chance of that as he nods, 


giving you an adorable smile. 
"I know. And it's not silly at all. | feel the same way sometimes." 


"What about you, huh? Shouldn't you be off partying with the rest of the band or whatever?" You toss back 
at him, laughing nonchalantly. 


"Not tonight. Not in the mood" He fidgets slightly before smiling and laying down, folding his arms underneath 
his head for support. You do the same, and as the both of you stare up at the stars glinting in the deep night 
sky silence settles in, but its a comfortable silence, not in the least bit awkward. You smile, enjoying the 


moment, until Duff breaks the silence. 


| never got your name" He pauses, waiting for your reply, and pushes a hand through his luscious hair 


awkwardly. 


You laugh and tell him, and the two of you laugh and talk a little more. Neither one of you notices how the 


time passes. 


After the general talking ceases a little, Duff reaches out on impulse and gently tucks a loose strand of hair 
behind your ear. You smile and lean into his touch as his delicate hand moves to caress your cheek. 


"You look beautiful in the moonlight." He tells you, and your heart warms as you feel a slight heat enter your 
cheeks. You're not even thinking about the fact that this is this big rock star, the Guns N Roses bassist Duff 
McKagan, you're just amazed at how down-to-earth and kindhearted he really is. 


You realize the two of you have shared a lot in the time you spent together. 


Suddenly you are ripped out of your thoughts as his lips lightly brush yours, causing a tingling sensation 


Immediately afterwards however, he backs away. 
'I- Im sorry. | shouldn't have." 


But you just hold up a finger against his lips to shush him before moving closer to kiss him again. He smiles 


gratefully and responds warmly, wrapping his strong arms around your small waist. He slowly pulls you onto 
his lap and you wrap your arms around his neck, entwining your hands in his perfect hair as his tongue pleads 


for permission to enter your mouth, which you gladly grant him. 


You part your lips, hereby allowing him to deepen the kiss. Things are moving quickly but you're fine with it 
and, more importantly, none of it feels frantic or rushed in any way. It feels good. It feels right. 


His hands come to rest on your hips as yours slip inside his shirt, your fingertips trailing lightly up his lean, 
sculpted stomach and chest in a meandering path, sending chills down his spine. He breaks away for a second to 


pull his shirt up and over his head, then pulls you closer again, hands reaching for your ass. 


You take in the statuesque torso before you and before you can stop yourself you are running your hands all 
over it before you move in and place soft little kisses all along his collarbone and neck, earning rewarding 
shivers from him in response. Your heart starts thumping harder and you kiss your way along his jaw and 
back up to his mouth. The taste of his lips is intoxicating. 


Duff nibbles at your ear slightly as he tugs at the hem of your loose tank top and you lift up your arms, 
making it easier for him to pull the shirt up and off you. You smile as his eyes travel along your lean stomach 
and settle on your breasts, covered only in a simple bra which he makes short work of, unclasping it and 
tossing it aside easily. It's obvious he's had plenty of experience but you don't care because his hands have 
started working their magic there, and god, they feel so good. 


He runs his hands down your arms and grabs your hands, moving in closer to softly scatter kisses all over 
your upper body. The feeling sends shudders through your entire body and you move even closer to him until 


your bodies are pushed right up against each other with an almost desperate need for closeness. 


You kiss on the lips again as he slowly slides your shorts down, feeling down your smooth legs. You feel 
suddenly shy as he runs a hand along your inner thigh ever so softly, sending quivers of pleasure pulsating 


through you. 


"Your turn, mister." You bring out, and his leather pants are off faster than you can blink. Your heart 
skyrockets at the sight. He sits back and pulls you on top of him, soft moans escaping both your throats as 
you snake your fingers around his neck, curling them into his fascinatingly beautiful hair. The only thing 
separating you now is the thin material of his boxers and your panties. Before long, those are off too, him only 
stopping briefly to make sure this is really okay with you. You are amazed over and over again at how caring 


he is; you're not just some girl to him. 
Then he enters you, and you feel your entire body shaking with immense pleasure. 
When you reach your peaks, instead of being just loud and animal-like (which they are too, a bit), they're filled 


with emotion, feeling and constant desire. It's almost like you've known each other forever and this was just 


bound to happen eventually. 


When it's over and your desires are quenched, you lay down contently, your head resting on Duff's chest as 
he puts an arm around you and places one more gentle kiss atop your head. Your breathing finally slows down 
and your heart rate goes back to a normal level. You take in Duff's comforting scent as the simple feeling of 


him holding you takes you to new worlds of pure and peaceful bliss you never knew could be reached until 


tonight. 
Suddenly Duff speaks up, acting on impulse and adrenaline. 


"Wanna cool down?" He winks and jumps to his feet, pulling you with him. Still undressed, he runs in direction of 
the lake and into the water, rippling the perfect surface that had been, up until now, peacefully reflecting the 
enchanting half moon. You can't help but laugh as you follow him in, initially shocked by the cold water, though 
that is soon forgotten when he begins splashing you. 


You're both laughing hysterically as you fall into the water. 


When you emerge again, Duff takes a step closer and tenderly brushes over your cheek with his fingers. Once 
again your heart flutters uncontrollably as you kiss him once before getting out of the lake. He follows you. 
Once you've dried considerably, you put your clothes back on but you're still a little chilly so you go back up 
to the campfire, which is still burning low. 


You sit down by the fire. There's nobody else there. 


"l'Il be right back" Duff whispers into your ear seductively, giving you chills, and quickly pecks you on the 
cheek. Once alone, you reflect and think about how amazing that evening has been so far and how surprisingly 


wonderful Duff McKagan turned out to be. 


Shortly afterwards he returns with his guitar and his jacket, which he places around your shoulders. You 
smile, your heart surging upwards as he surprises you again and again with his romantic gestures. You scoot 


closer to the fire and think about what a perfect night this is, with a clear, starry sky 
He picks up his guitar, and nothing could be more peaceful or beautiful than this moment. 


He starts playing, and you immediately recognize the tune as the Guns N Roses song "Patience". You smile to 
yourself as the familiar notes come together to form the beautiful music. You settle in, getting comfortable, 
leaning closer and pulling his jacket tighter around you. You feel all warm inside when he starts singing, he has 
a beautiful voice too. In that moment, you almost like it better than Axl's singing, but then that could just be 


your current state of mind interfering with your brain. 


You close your eyes blissfully, wishing to stay in the moment forever. The familiar words drift around you and 


you don't need to look at his face to know he means all of it, the pure emotion in his voice is enough. 


You smile as you realize how well some of the lyrics relate to this very night. 


When the song finishes and he places the guitar aside, you touch his cheek and he faces you, staring deep into 
your eyes before softly pressing his lips against yours, conveying a million messages. You feel like you're flying, 
soaring, on top of the world. When you break apart, he suppresses a yawn. 

"Tired?" You smile. 

He nods and pulls you into his arms, lightly ruffling your hair. Then he closes his eyes, and soon after he's 
already drifted into a deep sleep. You smile and let yourself be pulled into slumber too, resting your head 


against his chest and falling asleep with a smile on your face. 


In the morning, the light wakes you before anyone else even stirs. You nudge Duff and he wakes up. When he 
sees you, he smiles groggily. 


"Morning, beautiful.” 

"I should probably get back to my cabin before my friends wake up and start to worry. Can | see you later?" 
He nods. 

"Of course. Come here, sweetheart" He kisses you gently again before you make your way back to your own 
cabin, humming the soft tune of "Patience" and enjoying the fresh morning atmosphere along with the misty 

layer of air hanging low over the lake. 


Its only once you get back inside that you realize you're still wearing Duff's jacket. 


"ll give it back later", you think to yourself, and let the wonderful scent of him that's still clinging to the 
jacket engulf you, as a reminder of the wonderful night you shared with Duff McKagan. 


